The Crush 


Author: ThelronBeatles 

Bands: Iron Maiden 

Characters: Bruce Dickinson, Steve Harris 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Wed Sep 24 2014 21:49:30 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


The Crush 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own Iron Maiden. The band belongs to its creator Steve Harris and whatever record company they 


record for. This is my second fic. Please review it and enjoy it :) 


Bruce sat on the couch and stared at the television blankly, not really paying attention to what was on. He was 
thinking hard about something that only he thought of at lam. He couldn't sleep, so he got up, grabbed a bag 
of crisps, and turned on the Telly. Bruce was unaware of the man who had just recently entered the room. 
That man was SteveSteve had been awaken by the sound of the television in the living room and had gotten up 
to see who was in the room. He sleepily made his way over to the man on the couch and yawned. Then he 
spoke. 

"Bruce? Wha’ the ‘ell are doin’ up at this ‘our?" he asked, causing Beuce to jump and slightly yelp. 

Fuckin’ ‘ell Steve! Learn to make some noise when you walk." Bruce responded. He was still caught deep in 
thought. Steve sat down and studied him for a moment. 

"Wha't are you watchin?" asked Steve. He scooted closer to the shorter brunette. Bruce shrugged. "You 
alright?" Steve asked concerned. Bruce turned off the telly and turned his attention towards Steve. 

"Steve, I've been thinkin’ a lot lately," he began, not wanting to hold it inside any longer. Steve eyed him 


cautiously. Whenever Bruce started a sentence like that, he usually had a crazy idea that Steve was usually 
drug into. 

Finkin’ about wha’ exactly?" Steve asked. Bruce sighed and continued, 

"Well," Bruce said, feeling a bit awkward. "|..kind of.have a crush on..someone." Steve smiled wildly. 

"Do you now?" he said, his smile still plastered on his face. Bruce nodded his face a light cherry red. Steve 
thought it was adorable how embarrassed Bruce was. "Tell me! | wanna know." 

"No | don't wanna say who," Bruce began after a moment of thinking. "I think itll be better to keep it to 
myself" He wanted to just say it but decided against it. 

"Come on! Fink of how good you'll feel afterwards." Steve pressed. Bruce thought about it for a moment and 
figured out an idea. 

"I bet you couldn't even guess who it is." Bruce said. 

"| can too! You're easy to figure out, Dickinson" Steve said. 

"I beg to differ," Bruce chuckled. "If you can guess who it is, I'll ask them out. If you can't, you don't get to 
know who it is" Bruce said. Steve nodded and excepted the challenge. 

"Ok, but you ‘ave to give me hints." Steve said. Bruce nodded. 

“Alright. They have brown hair, brown eyes, and their famous." Bruce said. Steve thought for a bit. 

"Do | know them?" Steve asked. 

"More than anyone,” Bruce said. 

"Are they male or female?" Steve asked. Bruce blushed a little and said they were male. He smiled a bit. Steve 
wouldve never guessed them to be a guy. "Is it Slash?" asked Steve. There were lots of people Bruce talked 
about so he went down that list. Bruce shook his head. "Nikki?" he guessed again. Another head shake. Steve 
continued down the line and guessed everyone he could think of. Even their manager, Rod. "Gimme another hint" 
He said, unwilling to give up. 

"He's in a band, he's a close friend of mine, and he's right in front of me." Bruce said. Steve was still confused 
"Wha' band?" he asked. Bruce chuckled 

"You really don't know?" Bruce laughed and shook his head. "I'm looking right at tim." Steve thought for a 
moment and then caught on 

"Are you sayin’ you ‘ave a crush on me?" Steve asked. Bruce looked down. Then Steve said something that 
shocked the both of them. "I love you too, Brucie." He said smiling. Bruce looked up and into those brown- 
sugary eyes. 

"Y-you do?" asked Bruce. Steve nodded, and Bruce's heart skipped a beat. Then he felt a pair of lips meet his. 
He couldn't believe it. Steve was kissing him. Steve ran his hands through Bruce's hair and licked Bruce's top 
and bottom lip, wanting entrance to the other's mouth. Bruce opened his mouth, welcoming the moist muscle. 
They kissed passionately for what seemed like hours before breaking the kiss. They stared at each other 
lovingly. "So," Brue began. "You won the bet. Wanna go on a date?" Steve giggled. And nodded. Then they 
continued to kiss and eventually fell asleep on the couch cuddling. 


